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PREFACE. 



Some few words of introduction seem almost 
necessary to every work, however hmnble; and 
in this case, where so much kindness has been 
experienced by the Writer in her undertaking, 
to be silent would be ungrateful. She sincerely 
hopes that all her warm Supporters may find 
scattered, here and there, some stray thought 
that may become a happy one, and that none 
may feel that they have helped forward that 
which is altogether unworthy. 



HOLLOWAY. 
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THE WORLD'S COMPLAINT. 



I. 

Thro' all the cHanges of unnumber'd years, 

I 've rolled around tlie life-bestowing Sun, 
Yet still each season fresh and bright appears, 

As when my onward course was first begun. 
Spring with its new-bom beauty does not shun, 

Awakening as of old the sleepy Earth ; 
And Summer in its brightness loseth none 

Of all its early loveliness and worth. 
Still blooms the flower, and glows the ripen'd fruit, 
And thro' the ground the tender leaflets shoot. 

11. 
And yet, alas 1 I long have been misnamed 

A desert wilderness, — a worthless clod. 
And man, yain man, is not a whit ashamed. 

Thus to abuse the bounty of his God, 
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And say, tliat till lie rests beneath the sod, 
There 's nothing worthy of his noble thought; 

But day by day he still must toil and plod ; 
And seek, but never find the object sought. 

And me he calls a waste, a fleeting show, — 

A dismal charnel-house for man below. 

in. 
Ungrateful mortal ! canst thou look around. 

Upon the waving trees and meadows green 1 
Canst listen to the universal sound 

Of joy and gladness filling ev'ry scene ? 
Canst see the stars benignant shine at e'en ? 

Canst feel the breeze refresh thy sullen brow, 
And cherish still thy bosom's inward spleen 1 

Oh ! haste at once thy stubborn will to bow. 
Think 1 would such beauty be bestow'd on me. 
If I were made to nourish misery ? 

IV. 

And let thy reason take a loftier flight, 

And, leaving sunny hill or dale, attend 
Where nobler pleasures thy regards invite, 

And good commences that can never end. 
Think on the Spirit's treasures, where may blend 

Beauties surpassing Nature. Truth and love. 
Friendship and gratitude, are there to lend 

A charm to manhood, rising far above 
All that is found in me — a beauteous whole. 
Lovely with life, but yet without a soul. 



THE WOELD'S complaint. 
V, 

" There 's nothing true but heaven," the poet said, 

When painting me as fickle and forlorn ; 
And yet unconsciously a tribute paid, 

E'en in the words he utter'd in his scorn. 
For ev'ry hour within me there is bom 

So much that comes directly from above, — 
At silent evening, or awakening dawn. 

Such proofs of blessed truthfulness and love, — 
That heav'n is ever circling us around. 
And needs but earnest seeking to be found. 

VI. 

Come, now, and look upon my laughing face : 

View the bright colours of the simplest flower, 
The merry rivulet's meanderings trace 

In the glad sunlight of the morning hour ; 
And, yielding to the soul-pervading power 

That 's deep enshrined in all created things, 
See, if thy gloomy visions dare to lower 

Where e'en the insect in his gladness sings. 
Look forth, and tell me where the spot appears, 
That should be called by man " the vale of tears." 

vn. 
And if you grant me worthy of some praise 

In things self-evident to common eyes — 
If not unheeded are the wild bird's lays, 

Or graceful tinting of the summer skies — 
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Still, if misanthropy within you lies, 
To spoil your estimate of human worth, 

If, finding some unworthy, you despise 
Not only them, but all of mortal birth. 

You must be guilty of a greater sin : 

They wrong the casket, you the gem within. 

vni. 
I 've heard, 'tis true, of hunger and of want, 

Of woes that check each milder influence ; 
And, to the wretch who feels them, I can grant 

A ready pardon, if his blighted sense 
Unwittingly at me should take offence : 

For if he starve, there somewhere lies a wrong 
Most foul and fatal in its consequence. 

But not to me reproaches can belong; 
My fruits I scatter with a lavish hand : 
'Tis selfishness that mars what God hath plann'd. 

IX. 

Ye who are called the noble, haste to prove 

That true nobility within you lies ; 
Let me not suffer for the selfish love 

That still would urge you on to aggrandize. 
Oh ! look upon the poor with pitying eyes, — 

My children all, and shall they be forgot ? 
Will you from them lock up your sympathies. 

While you luxuriate in a brighter lot 1 
Oh ! make them happy, whilst they dwell in me, 
Nature herself knows no monopoly. 
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X. 

And you, whose broken vows and slighted trust 

Have made sweet hope appear a cruel lie, 
Be to my silent intimations just : 

Scorn not the summer sun, the cheering sky; 
Look not on Nature with averted eye, 

For she is still as constant and as true. 
And whispers of a hope that cannot die, 

While other hopes, like drops of glitt'ring dew. 
Have shone one little moment, but no more, — 
The next beheld you sadder than before. 

XL 

Gaze on the lark, as heavenward he wends. 

Singing his song of gladness as he goes. 
And, while your listening ear his song attends, 

Let the blithe notes beguile you of your woes. 
Look on the budding beauties of the rose. 

Or simple butter-cup on dewy lawn : 
They feel sometimes a chilling wind oppose. 

And know the sadness of a cloudy mom ; 
But when the sun again shines warm and bright. 
They spread their little blossoms in his light. 

XIL 

And is it not most blasphemous and vain, 

To pour contempt on me, whom God hath made ? 

Vain world ! the poet saith, in soft disdain. 
Hath he forgotten by whose mighty aid 
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The mountains rise, the valleys sink in shade ? 

Will scorn for any stage to man decreed. 
Fit him the better for a higher grade ? 

Oh, no ! some shadows he may feel indeed, 
But many a sunny vision as he goes, 
Glimpses of brighter regions will disclose. 

xin. 
They *11 come to him in deepest solitude. 

When none but starry eyes can meet his own, . 
And to his ears, mysterious and subdued, 

Coines the low murmur from the distant town. 
Then heavenly visitants come kindly down, 

And with their sweetness filling all around, 
Chase from the brow the discontented frown. 

And hold him breathless, lest the faintest sound 
Should call him back again to mortal sense. 
And break the magic of their influence. 

XIV. 

Mysterious promptings ! let your kindly aid 

Still come to raise my children's thoughts on high ; 
Still let your holy government pervade, 

To reconcile perverse humanity 
With the Creator's world, beneath whose sky 

Is spread for man so glorious a page. 
Which needs but reading rightly to supply 

Joys in his manhood or declining age. 
Peace in his death, and hope beyond the tomb. 
Where buds I nourish'd shall for ever bloom ! 



WISER DAYS- 



I. 

They are gone, lovely days ! in tHe light of tlie past, 
They are gone in their freshness, too brilliant to last, 
And their memory comes like a dream of the night. 
That must soon disappear in the dawning of light. 
They are gone, lovely days ! for whose coming we stay'd, 
When in haunts of our childhood we carelessly play'd, 
And counted the moments as ages between, 
Those days we now number with days that have been. 

II. 
They are gone, merry days ! when from morning to night 
We were dancing and laughing with girlish delight \ 
Or, radiant with hope, built us castles in air. 
With no blessing to sigh for, no sorrow to bear. 
They are gone, with their mischief, their hurry and noise. 
Their tricks and their gambols, their innocent joys ; 
Their light steps of gladness, so bounding and gay : 
They are gone, and for ever, — ^how short was their stay ! 
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in. 
They are gone, trusting days 1 when we dreamt not of ill. 
But believed that the future all hopes would fulfil ; 
When truth seemed to dwell in each love-breathing tone, 
And we judged other hearts by the warmth of our own. 
They are gone, with their impulses ardent and strong, 
And all the wild thoughts that to girlhood belong j 
They are gone, with the tears that were dried as they fell. 
And mem'ry alone of their moments can tell. 

IV. 

They are gone, foolish days ! when we lavish*d our tears 
On sorrows unreal and fanciful fears. 
When we sigh'd o'er the troubles we thought that we knew. 
Because we 'd nought better than sighing to do. 
They are gone, with their vain affectation and pride, 
Their boast of a feeling they never had tried ; 
And now we look backward, and vainly repent, 
As we think on those moments so foolishly spent. 

V. 

Now are come vriser days ! and tho* often we sigh. 

And grieve for the loss of the season gone by. 

We have glimpses of brightness it never could know, 

Tho* we see them perchance thro' a vista of woe. 

We have flowers around us unheeded before. 

Bright paths that we ventured not then to explore ; 

Communings with Nature ennobling and vast, 

That may well make amends for the days that are past. 
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MoBTAL ! poor mortal, oli seek not to mock^ 

The words of an old and respectable clock ; 

For the wheels within me had whirled and worn 

Before either you or your father were bom. 

Oh ! how all his books he would hurry to shelve, 

When, like his good spirit, I struck out " twelve." 

Content and free as a bird or a bee. 

Away he bounded o'er meadow and lea ; 

And, full of frolic and innocent fun. 

He gamboU'd about till the clocks toU'd " one." 

Oh I many a time would the mischievous elf. 

If he could but have reached my face himself. 

Have put me onward or put me back, 

As he should chance to be forward or slack. — 

But years pass'd away, and he was a man, 

And frolick'd no longer as childhood can. 

That powerftil monarch whose steps I trace. 

Had changed the young look of that boyish face. 

And soon, very soon, there came a time. 

When he seem'd to think I should never chime : 

Go right as I would, he declared I was slow ; 

And I never found out what hurried him so. 
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Till one of tlie servants chattering near, 

Said " Master 's in love/' and that made it clear. 

Now love was to me as a thing of nought, 

I never gave it a seconcTs thought ; 

In such affairs I was dull as a block, — 

Did you ever hear of the love of a clock 1 

But so it was, he went daily and wooed. 

Before his time always, as lovers should, 

Till once on a morning in balmy June, 

As merrily rang the bridal tune, 

He drove away in a carriage and pair, 

To marry your mother, then young and fair. 

Ah ! there you sigh sadly, and turn your head, 

To think on that mother, alas ! as dead. 

Oh many a time in the dreary night, 

By the rushlight's feeble flickering light. 

She watch'd your sickly feverish sleep, 

Then counted my striking so loud and deep. — 

Yes, often on many a weary ear 

My chiming falls sadly and wildly clear. 

Ye think not of that, ye thoughtless and free, 

Ye think not of learning lessons from me ; 

Ye welcome the sound of the cheerful chime, 

YeVe waited for long as a blessed time, 

But little ye think of the weeping eyes, 

That saw the bright sun in the morning rise, 

To date from the hour to thee so bright. 

The fading of all their young delight. 
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I see you are reading my maker's name, — 
I 've eam'd him, I think, a deathless &tme ; 
My ponderous hammer it always falls, 
Exact to the time of the one at St. Paul's. 
But alas ! it makes me sad to know. 
That he who contrived me should now lie low ; 
That he should have sounded his ferewell stroke. 
And gone where the silence is never broke ; 
While I, who am nothing but steel and brass. 
Make all men consider me as they pass. 
But, well-a-day 1 'tis in vain to sigh, 
I've heard 'tis a glorious thing to die; 
That the blessed go to a peaceful shore. 
Where things like me will be needed no more ; 
For time itself must cease to be. 

When all is lost in eternity. 

* * * « , 

Mortal farewell ! thou'st given to me 
Time enough for one like thee. 
Thou hast talents great and high, 
Improve the moments as they fly ! 
Think how blessed a thing is life. 
With heavenly thoughts and wishes rife. 
Grudge one instant of aught so bright. 
To any purpose but the right. 
Let not mere living be thy aim. 
But life ! life ! in its brightest name ; 
So shalt thou live where nought of strife. 
Can mar that greatest blessing. Life. 



12 



THE POOR MAFS FLOWER, 



I. 

Wahd'ehtg along his weary way, 

In dirty tatters meanly dress*d, 
A beggar-man one summer day, 

Seem'd hastening to some place of rest. 
No smile was on his wither d face, 

It nought but anxious care exprest. 
Grim poverty had left its trace, 

And inly rankled at his breast ; 
Yet in his coat that weary hour, 
The poor man nursed a cherish'd flower. 

II. 
'Twas no choice plant in hot-house bred, 

And guarded with a tender care ; 
No hand had propp'd its drooping head. 

Or shielded it &om midnight air. 
Yet choicest flowers might fail to bring 

To their rich owners thoughts as fair. 
As did that simple, lowly thing. 

To that unhappy man of care, 
Who from the hedge-side, free to all. 
Had pluck'd himself that blossom smalL 
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III. 

No flow'ret in a lady's dress, 

Where all beside is meet and bright, 
And she, in her own loveliness, 

Seems but another flower of light, 
Has aught so sacred or so dear. 

So touching to the gazer's sight. 
As that bright spot amongst the drear, 

That star amidst the gloom of night, — 
The flow'ret pluck'd by fingers rude. 
To cheer the beggar's solitude. 

IV. 

On, on he passed, that human flower. 

Whom men set foot on like a weed ; 
Yet, waiting for a kinder hour. 

Within was many a precious seed. 
The beggar's spirit, like his dress. 

Might not be wholly fair, indeed ; 
Yet some bright bud of loveliness. 

The germ of many a noble deed. 
Did we but take the pains to find. 
Blooms fresh in each neglected mind. 

V. 

The simple plucking of that flower 

Betray'd a tenderness of thought, 
Ready to find in every hour 

The kindred sweetness that it sought \ 
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A sense of beauty seldom found 
Where all within is darklj feraght, 

But often trampled to the ground. 
And mercilessly set at naught, 

Bj those who in their sel£sh power 

Treat as the weed what is the flower. 

Yet brighter days begin to dawn; 

The weeds of prejudice and pride, 
Tho* slowly, yet are surely drawn. 

From bosoms where they used to hide : 
And thou, poor scom'd and withered flower, 

With wealth and grandeur unaUied, 
Shalt see ere long the happy hour, 

When men, from falseness purified, 
Shall learn to estimate the worth 
Of all the toiling sons of earth. 
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THE BIRD AND THE FOUNTAIN. 



I. 

There was once a little fountain, 

That flow'd away unseen, 
In the bosom of a mountain, 

Where man had never been. 
Yet on it wander'd brightly, 

With a pretty bubbling sounds 
Whilst its waters sprinkled lightly 

The plants that grew around. 

n. 
But one evening, at the ** gloaming," 

A swallow, pert and vain, 
From far distant countries roaming. 

Came soaring o*er the plain ; 
And staying by the mountain. 

To rest his weary wing, 
To that pretty little fountain 

He thus began to sing : — 
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ni. 
" Poor humble thing, and lowly, 
Confined to one lone spot, 
Condemned to suffer slowly 

Thy solitary lot ! 
Oh ! had you seen the bowers 
O'er which I Ve lately flown. 
How poor you 'd think the flowers 
That blossom here alone ! 

IV. 

" For there, 'midst scenes of splendour, 

A fountain's life should run, 
And all its sweetness render 

Beneath an Eastern sun : 
There should your cooling waters. 

In fragrance and perfume, 
Descend to bless the daughters 

Of Oriental bloom." ' 

V. 

The little fountain listen'd, 

And, for a moment's space. 
Perhaps less brightly glisten'd 

In her lonely hiding-place : 
Perchance the swallow's measure 

A passing shadow threw. 
On ev'ry simple pleasure 

Her humble spirit knew. 
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VI. 

And soon that pretty fountain, 

Once happy and content, 
Perchance had scom'd the mountain, 

Where all her life was spent, 
Had not a thirsty flower 

Just caught her sparkling eye. 
Who, but for her sweet shower. 

Must pine away and die. 

vn. 
Oh ! then she said, ** Pert stranger, 

I do not envy thee, 
Tho* o'er those scenes a ranger, 

Which I may never see ; 
Since, in my quiet flowing, 

I 've joys to thee unknown. 
The bliss of bliss bestowing, — 

The sweetest ever known !" 

vin. 
She said^ and soft reclining 

Within her crystal bed, 
She kiss'd that flow'ret pining, 

And raised its drooping head. 
The swallow and his story 

Were soon forgotten quite, 
For his was fading glory, 

And hers enduring light ^ 
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OH ! EVER THUS DO STTN AND SHADE. 



Oh ! did you list at morning to the meny bridal bell. 
That stealing thro' the fields and woods, so soft and cheery 

fell? 
And hear you now so moomfully the knell of parting 

life, 
That 'minds you of some sever'd tie^— of husband, son, 
or wife 1 

Oh ! eyer thus do sun and shade 
By turns this mortal life pervade. 

IL 

And did you see the passing gloom upon the maiden's 
brow, 

The silent tear upon her cheek 1— and do you see her 
now, — 

Her face lit up with sunny smiles, all radiant with de- 
light. 

Her eyes that beam with innocence^ in Lore's own beauty 
bright 1 

Ohl ever thus do sun and shade 
By turns this mortal life pervade. 
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nL 
Night follows day, and day the night ; the son succeeds 

the shower ; 
And deepest gloom may hover near, to chase the sportive 

hour. 
Bat tho' it darken for a time, sweet Hope will soon pre- 
vail, 
As grateful calms will come to soothe where blew the 
boist'rous gale. 

For ever thus do sun and shade 
By turns this mortal life pervade. 
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THE FUNERAL. 



I. 

The house is all silent, the mutes at the door, 
The sad bell is tolling for him that 's no more ; 
And the breath of the living is hush'd in its woe, 
And the footstep of Sorrow is noiseless and slow ; 

II. 
And the mourners are dress'd in their garments of black. 
And will walk two and two in the funeral track, 
WhUe a proud plume of feathers waves high in the wind, 
To do honour to him thej are bearing behind. 

in. 
Oh ! scarce have we suffer*d the summer breeze warm, 
To play o'er his shrinking and delicate form; 
Yet, they '11 cover him up with the clay and the mould, 
And the wind will blow over him, dismal and cold, 

IV. 

And there he will lie in the bleak winter night. 
And upon him the snow flake &I1 silent and light ; 
Oh! there he will lie in his dwelling so dark, 
WUh the tall trees around him, so solemn and stark. 



THE FUNERAL. 21 

V. 

But think not, proud cypress, thy shadows may rest, 
On what in that loyed one was purest and best ; 
Oh no ! as the butterfly bursts from the shell, 
Did his spirit mount upwards in heaven to dwell ! 

VI. 

But the preacher has finish*d the funeral rite. 

And the living have buried the dead from our sight ; 

The loitering idlers move slowly away, 

And again round the tomb-stones will infancy play. 

VIL 

Oh ! chide not their gambols ; 'tis pity that gloom. 
Ever lingers so heavily over the tomb ; 
And the spirit of childhood, so fresh from its God, 
Will seem to make brighter the sorrowful sod. 
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WAKEf G DREAMS. 



I. 

A MAIDEN dreamt a waking dream. 
Of bliss o'er other bliss supreme ; 
She dreamt of love^ and as she dream'd, 
A precious thing that young love seem'd. 
What delicate thoughts there softly came, 
Fann'd with the breath of that rising flame; 
And as forth they went, each seem'd to flee 
In search of some kindred fantasy, 
That it knew was coming, warm and bright, 
From another heart to hers that night. 
The rose and the jessamine clustering near, 
Seem'd bright with the light of another sphere ; 
Each petal was clothed with a delicate thought. 
Each bud seemed a fay from Fancy's court. 
Close wrapping up in its gossamer wings, 
A thousand of Lore's own awakenings : 
It spoke of hope and of promised truth, 
And of every bliss that waits on youth. 
And the maiden dreamt of a truthful love, 
AU chances, or change, or ill above ; 
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Of a happiness centred all in oney 
Who would be to her like the cheering sun ; 
Without him the future could scarcely be, 
For he was the light of her destiny : 
She painted him to her spirit's view. 
High-hearted, noble, in honour true. — 
Alas ! that such brightness should eyer dim ! 
'T was a cheating dream she dreamt of him. 



And again she sat in her lonely bower. 

In the pensive light of the evening hour ; 

But her dreaming now was a dream of pain, 

Of a bliss she could never know again. 

She dreamt that a shadow of lasting gloom, 

Must darken her pathway to the tomb ; 

That life henceforth would be life no more, 

But all be sad that was gay before ; 

That fields, and woodlands, and summer breeze 

Must torture her where they used to please ; 

For what could they do, those things of light. 

But 'mind her of all her past delight ? 

And in her dream herself she saw. 

Like a floweret that we prize no more. 

Forgotten quite, or thrown aside. 

In cold neglect or hasty pride. 

The happier friends of early days, 

Who had shared in all her childish plays. 
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Oh I they with their new-found store of joy, 
Would never a thought on her employ. — 
All this she dreamt, nor did she deem 
That still she dream'd hut a cheating dream* 

ni. 
And once again she sat alone, 
But her gloomy visions all were gone ; 
She had tum'd from the false to the fond and true, 
And strengthened herself for a clearer view. 
Of the world and its store of heautiful things. 
Of life and its ever-flowing springs,. 
She felt that one fountain indeed was dry, 
But oh 1 there were myriads gushing high. 
Should ike, with impatience and foolish scorn, 
Despise the rest hecause one was gone % 
Should <me paltry spirit her vision blind, 
To all that was worthy in human kind % 
Oh no ! the cloud from her soul was drawn : 
The silent eve and the rosy morn, 
The friendly smile and the ready hand. 
She now could prize and understand : 
Henceforth she 'd begin her life anew. 
From her mazy dreams she had found a clue ; 
She awoke to a sense of her spirit's worth. 
And the noble thoughts to which that gives birth, 
To a hope over all her woes supreme, — 
And this she felt was no cheating dream I 
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THE CHILDREN AND THE MUSE, 



I. 

Two youthful spirits once were wooing 
The ^iTour of the Muse's smile^ 

Who, brightness over bright things strewing, 
Did first their tender thoughts beguile. 

n. 
Each earnest face to heaven upturning, 

Angelic breathings seemed to court; 
Their little minds impatient yearning. 

To wander in the realms of thought. 

ni. 
The tender Muse, who, ever waiting 

The in^t poet's steps to guide. 
From regions of their own creating. 

Into their chamber seem'd to glide; 

rv. 
And with an accent like the sighing 

Of summer evening's gentlest breeze, 
Or rippling waves in murmurs dying, 

She spake to them in tones like these : — 



i 



3^ -SBK ^"-"rlJTIM^ JOII 



I oane » lend mj wuEa^ aid,. 
Or 



'^ So one ad kKn die Bu^ pover. 

That, wtdi a colanr of is own, 
Girci gnatur brigStnies o> die iofver, 

Andbesotj to then^ged 



▼IL 

^ Come, and beneath die heaTcnlj awning 
WeCn bear what saj die stan of nigjit, 

Or wbat tbe roseate streaks of iiK»ii]iig 
Would tell us at tbe dawn of light. 

vnL 
^ There 11 be for ns sweet music breathing. 

Where others catch no distant sound ; 
Bright &irj forms around us wreathing^ 

And plenty in the barren ground. 

" For I 've a charm, that once bestowing, 
Must every future moment bless, 

And all around your path be throwing 
A potent spell of loveliness. 
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X. 

" And e*en if trouble come to sadden, 

Like a good spirit will I sing ; 
Find some sweet thought your minds to gladden, 

And rob your sorrow of its sting. 

XI. 

" And oh ! if Fame should neyer find you, 

If all unknown your yerse remain, 
Doubt not but you will leave behind you 

Some witness to my gentle reign. 

XIL 

" Some sweet tho' pensive recollection. 

To own my guidance as its cause ; 
Some pledge of that refined affection, 

That flows not from prosaic laws. 

xin. 
" So woo me still, I cannot linger. 

If once your gentle voice I hear : 
I come to guide your nimble finger. 

And whisper in your listening ear." 
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THE WILLOW AND THE LILY. 



I. 

A LILY-BELL^ in a fairy dell, 

Was floating one summer day, 
On waters bright with the mild sunlight 

Of the merry month of May. 

u. 
She tum'd her face, with a winning grace, 

To the sweet and cheering beam ; 
And open'd her cup, to look fondly up, 

To catch e*en the ^lintest gleam. 

ni. 
" Poor thing," said she, to a willow tree. 

That was drooping sadly by, 
"Why always gaze down those wat'ry ways, 

A^d ne'er at the bright blue sky 1 

IV. 

" When the playful wind, with wishes kind. 
Comes to raise thy branches low, 

Oh I why do they stoop again to droop, 
DowDj down to the depths below 1 



f 
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" Methinks 't were more wise, would you turn yout eyes, 

On your bright compeers above, 
Than days to pass, o'er that wat'ry glass. 

With your pretty self in love." 

Vl. 
Here the lily stay*d, and was half a&aid 

She had spoken in tones too high ; 
So she hid her head in her crystal bed, 

To wait for the willow's reply, 

VII. 

Willow bent her head as she softly said, 

In a measured tone and sad, 
" Oh I do not believe that aU idlt/ grieve. 

Who are not as the lily glad. 

vni. 
*' I too can rejoice in fond Nature's voice. 

And joy in the freshening breeze ; 
See the bright sunbeam on the waters gleam, 

Or list to the song of the bees. 

IX. 

" But the joy they bring is a different thing 

From the bliss that others know; 
'T is quiet and meek, and a sober streak 

Will over all bright things throw. 
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X. 

" Ob ! the boisterous mirth of the sons of earth 

Will sooner give place to woe, 
Than the chasten'd beam of that peaceful gleam, 
We meek ones alone can know. 

XI. 

" And dost thou not know, that the eyes below, 

That oftener weep than smile. 
Sometimes better look on fair Nature's book 

Tho' glistening all the while ?" 
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EVENING. 



How like a tender mother^ 

With loving thoughts beguiled, 

Fond Nature seems to lull to rest 
Each &int and weary child ; 

Drawing the curtain tenderly, 
Affectionate and mild. 

Hark ! to the gentle lullaby 

That through the trees is creeping, — 
Those sleepy trees that nod their heads 

Ere the moon as yet comes peeping, 
Like a tender nurse, to see if all 

Her little ones are sleeping. 

One little fluttering bird. 

Like a child in a dream of pain, 

Has chirp'd and started up. 
Then nestled down again. 

Oh ! a child and a bird, as they sink to rest. 
Are as like as any twain. 




S2 wrErrjo. 

'Esteh, from excem of jo j. 

Hat caxToQ'd the lire-Ioiig daj, 

Tlie bird from htm^ to bongii. 
And the child in marj plaj; 

And both without a care 
Win sleep the ni^it awa j. 

And now 'neath the whisp'ring trees 
LoTers whisper of lore suprone. 

While soberer heads repoee, 

'Neath the moonlight's silrer beam. 

lorers, are je awake, « 

Or do y^ too onlj dream f 

Will je wake on some fdtnre daj. 

Not like children from peacefrd slumber, 

To find the sweet Tisions of daj. 
The risions of night outnumber. 

But to feel how the false in a dream, 
The truth of a life may camber 1 

But 't is vain on a night like this. 
From such visions to strive to awake, 

For each beauty above and around 
Doth a part of the vision make, — 

Stars, moonlight, and quivering trees. 
And the sound of the rippling lake. 
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FROST. 



Fanciful Frost on the window pane, 
With his silvery pencil, has come again, 
Mocking the trees that are barren and bare, 
"With the foliage bright he has pictured there, 
And makes us amends for the views he shuts out, 
By tastefully sketching the windows about, 
Like the scenes that we read of in Fairy-land, 
That are raised by the touch of a magic wand. 
There 's the glittering hall, with its pillars bright, 
And its crsytal roof of dazzling white ; 
And the feathery trees of that sparkling vale 
Might have charms for young Edwin, of fairy tale. 
Then all around, in fantastic shapes. 
Are towering mountains and jutting capes, 
With kaleidoscope figures, of angle or square, 
Or glistening crosses suspended in air. 
Tho* the pencil and sketch-book are brittle and frail, 
Whilst the artist continues, his work will not fail ; 
But trees, temples, and palaces — all of them fly 
From a ray of the sun or the burst of a sigh : 
In silence they rose on the moisten'd pane. 
And as silently sink into water again. 

D 
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REGRETS. 



L 

Beautiful sun I thou shinest as bright 

As yesterday : 
The clouds float around thee in shapes as light, 

Courting thy ray. 
The ether of heaven has lost not its hue, 
But to-day is as calm and serenely blue, 
As when all things around, as they met my view. 

Brought joy to my soul ; 
When Nature herself, with cheerful voice, 
Seem'd bidding us all to come forth and rejoice 

In her sweet control. 

II. 
Beautiful wind ! thou playest as free 

And lightly now. 
Thou art tossing about in thy heedless glee 

Blossom and bough. 
I fool thy freshness around me steals 
And bring to my ears the merry peal. 
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That yesterday would have roused me to feel 

Buoyant delight ; 
For the joy within went gushing out, 
To meet the joy that was found without, 

And with it unite. 

ni. 
Beautiful birds ! as sweetly ye sing, 

And your cheerful song 
Makes the trembling air with the music ring 

Of your tuneful throng. 
I have heard you before, and each musical gush 
Has come to my heart with a thrilling rush 
I have stay'd my light footsteps, that all might be hush, 

Near such melody ; 
And I Ve sung myself, tho' in humble strain. 
And felt that my fluttering spirit would fain 

Fly up with thee. 

IV. 

Beautiful streams ! as smoothly ye flow. 

And as calmly run, 
Reflecting another sky below. 

With another sun. 
I have stood beside you, and laugh'd to see 
The little fish swim merrily. 
And the day-fly skimming along in its glee, 

That 's so quickly fled ; 
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That wakes to life with the morning beam, 
And ere the sun's last parting gleam, 

Poor thing ! is dead. 

V. 

Beautiful flowers ! as brightly ye blow 

And as sweetly smell. 
All around me the primroses carelessly grow, 

And the violets dwell. 
I could not have pass'd thee yesterday, 
And carried no blossoms of thine away. 
But regardless now of thee I stray, 

Sullen and sad ; 
Tho* beauties the same around invite, 
That in happier moments brought thoughts of light, 

To make me glad. 

VI. 

Where, where are ye gone, ye beautiful thoughts 1 

A countless store. 
That help'd me to mingle in childish sports, 

Tho* a child no more ; 
That made little pleasures as great ones seem. 
And all things lit up with a sunny gleam. 
When melody came from the rippling stream. 

And joy in the breeze. 
Oh ! where have ye gone ? Ye have left me lone. 
Ye have left, for bright feelings that with you have flown. 

Sad thoughts like these. 
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vn. 
Oh ! come back again, and coming bring 

Mj mind release. 
Oh ! breathe in my spirit a second spring 

Of joy and peace. 
Let me feel your sweet influence mellow each scene, 
Make the sun-beam more bright, and the meadows more 

green. 
And the russet garment a robe of sheen 

With jewels bedight. 
Make me smile when in fancy I picture the hour, 
When the bright appear d dim, and the sweetest things 
sour, 

And sunshine, night. 
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TO SPRING. 



Ou ! Spring, thou *rt coming back again 

To cheer us with thy smiles ; 
Thou 'rt tripping over brake and glen, 

In all thy wooing wiles. 
And we, as tho' we never yet 

Had welcomed thee before. 
The winter of our hearts forget. 

And hail thee as of yore. 
We watch as then thy presence beam 

Along the wintry track, 
And dream again as fond a dream 

Of joys with thee come back ; 
And in the happy present, bright 

With hopes and wishes sweet, 
Forgot the past hath proved a blight, 

When thou wast but a cheat ; 
Forget that chilling winds in May 

Oft nipt the tender leaf, 
That all around us may be gay, 

And wo, alas ! in grief 
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And yet I would be cheated still, 

And help the dear deceit, 
And still I 'd hope and hope again, 

Tho* sure of a defeat. 
I would not see each lovely thing 

Grow bright 'neath thy controul, 
And feel, altho* without *t is spring, 

'T is winter in my souL 
Oh ! no, as blossoms on the tree 

Ope to the sunny ray, 
I 'd open wide my heart to thee. 

And struggle to be gay ; 
And still I 'd say and say again, 

As on the seasons speed, 
" Tho* past hopes all have been in vain. 

This will be spring indeed !" 
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THE MUSIC OF NATURE. 



I. 

On ! has your lute a broken string, 

Or lyre lost its wonted fire 1 
Care not, for other sounds will bring 

A music you will more admire ; 
Where discord can no harshness fling, 

Nor mischief snap a single wire. 
Where all the songsters sweetly sing. 

Nor ever of their music tire ; 
And mortal tuning would but mar^ 
Where none but Nature's minstrels are. 

II. 
Love you a strain that 's wild and firee, 

All other sounds to silence hushing 1 
List to the wind thro' every tree 

With a resistless vigour rushing; 
Or listen to the roaring sea, 

Or cataract in tori^nts gushing, 
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That with a fearful energy 

Along the mountain-side is brushing : 
There *s music in such sounds as these, 
When others lose their power to please. 

ni. 
But if your heart be sad with woe, 

And you would soothe the troubled feeling, 
Go where the gentle streamlets flow, 

And summer's softest breeze is stealing ; 
Where music gay ones scorn to know. 

More suited to the bosom's healing, 
Is heard from waters as they flow. 

Or humming bees in circles wheeling : 
Such sounds as these can soothe and calm. 
When lyre or lute have ceased to charm. 

IV. 

But murmuring brook or humming bee, 

Or summer breezes mild and gentle, 
Tho' soft and sweet their music be, 

They still are only instrumental ; 
While choristers in every tree. 

Instructed first by notes parental. 
Are heard in warblings wild and free. 

Or twitterings sweetly elemental. 
With but one theme to guide their lays,-— 
To echo forth their Maker's praise. 
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V. 

Then have no care to mend the string 

Of harp, or lute, or 'wayward lyre ; 
While Nature's minstrels sweetly sing, 

What music can you more admire? 
And weep not if discordance fling 

Its harshness on the tremhling wire ; 
But haste at once your heart to hring 

In tune with that delightful choir, 
Where, if a thousand chords should run, 
They sweetly mingle into one ! 
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THE POET'S DREAM. 



On ! would you dream a poet's dream, come roam the 
fields with me, 

And we will picture visions bright, beneath the green- 
wood tree. 

We'll choose a spot where all is hush, save Nature's 
voice that 's heard, 

In murmurings from the mountain stream, or warblings 
from the bird. 

Each thing around shall seem to us a speaking tale of 
life, 

The meanest breathe a charmed thought, with inspira- 
tion rife. 

The wind shall be a lover bold, his love the bending 
tree, 

The butterfly with filmy wings Love's messenger shall be. 

We '11 rob the oak of acorns ripe, to mingle in our hair; 

And for a girdle long and light a daisy chain prepare. 

The dew-drops on each tiny leaf will serve for diamonds 
bright ; 

And necklaces of pearls we '11 make of berries snowy 
white. 
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The egiantine pofame shall be, the brook our looking- 



And roses for oar cheeks the winds shall bring ns as 

thej pass; 
And when we Ve danced with nimUe feet till weaij of 

our play. 
We 11 seek some cool and qniet spot firee from the sunny 

ray; 
And there, where nodding poppies lull, and play the 

winds so free, 
Oh ! that will be a glorious dream that comes to thee 

and me ! 
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OH ! SEEK YE FOR POETRY ? 



I. 

Oh ! seek ye for poetry 1 come then with me, 

But not to lie down 'neath the greenwood tree, 

Not where the stream from the mountain is straying, 

Not where the summer breeze gently is playing. 

Not to the bowers of beauty and bloom. 

Where the rose and the jessamine shed their perfume; 

Not to be watching the peeping of day. 

The sweet glimmer of twilight, or moon's mellow ray, 

Tho' the poet in all finds a poet's delight, — 

In the joy of the sunshine or silence of night, — 

There *s a poetry inward and beautiful too, 

That with outward enchantment has nothing to do : 

Oh ! 't is heard in a voice of affectionate love. 

When the lion of anger is tamed by the dove ; 

T is seen in the look that with innocent guile. 

Meets the terrible frown with a conquering smile, — 

In the gentle forbearance, that helps ev ry day. 

To blunt the sharp thorns that we meet on our way. 
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n. 
Oh 1 did we but sweeten life's weanfome prose, 
Shew'd we less <d the bramble and more of the roses, 
Were we poets in action as well as in thooght. 
Were home-growing flowers the flowers we sought. 
Oh \ then would each hearth be a chosen retreat, 
Where spirit sought spirit in sympathy sweet. 
Where the chafed would be soothed, and the furious tide 
Of anger and strife be tum*d gently aside. 
Oh ! thU were a poesy better than dreams 
Of luxuriant meadows and glittering streams ; 
For in absence of all that is lovely and bright, 
We should live in a halo of beauty and light ! 
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MYSTERIOUS NOW. 



MrsTEBious now, and like a dream, 
The time to both of us must seem, 
When one could catch a joyous gleam, 

Without the other ; 
When I was valueless to thee, 
And thou wert nothing unto me, — 
Strangers, and yet content to be. 

To one another. 

n. 
Perchance you Ve wander'd o'er the glade 
Where just before my feet had stray 'd, 
Gharm'd by the same refreshing shade 

That shelter'd you. 
Yet neither of us paused, or sped 
The path that to the other led : 
We knew not, nor had cared to tread 

E'en if we knew. 
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III. 

Strange ! how one little moment's lights 
Long years of darkness puts to flight, 
And separate interests unite, 

No more to sever ; 
So that we wonder not to tell. 
How now we love as by a spell, 
But that we have not loved as well 

For ever ! 

IV. 

Oh ! mystery, stranger than the first, 
If now should come that time accursed, 
When all the hopes that Love has nursed 

Must perish ; 
And all we Ve thought about with pride 
Must be as proudly laid aside, 
«A.s tho' it were a sin we 'd tried 

To cherish. 

V. 

Yes, wonderful in every stage. 
Whether it comes to clown or sage 
Is it to read the changing page 

Of mortals* love ; 
So exquisitely sweet, and then 
So bitter and so full of pain, — 
Oh ! who would weave the web again. 

That Fate unwove ? 
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TO MEMORY. 



I. 

MBMOEY ! what varied scenes, 
Tho* long the time that intervenes, 
Awaken'd recollection gleans 

From out thy changing page ; 
Whilst in a momentary view. 
We seem to live our lives anew, 
And all the joy or grief renew 

That chequer'd every stage. 

II. 
Now youth's fair dreams of fond delight, 
Its airy castles, frail as bright. 
That fall in disappointment's night, 

We see in vain array. 
Again we mix in converse sweet 
With playmates kind who used to meet, 
And share at school our lowly seat. 

Or join in harmless play. 

E 
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TXT ^ 

Here a long stream of suiidj hours, 
Where all our path was deck'd with flowers, 
Midst smiling friends and lovely bowers 

Of innocence and ease. 
There a dark cloud hung o'er our head, 
With gloomy dulness overspread, 
And all our former joys were fled, 

Or lost their power to please. 

rv. 
A word, a name, that once was dear, 
But gently whisper'd in the ear, 
Altho' before it might appear 

Forgotten and unknown, 
The magic sound recalls to light, 
With uncontrollable delight, 
Romantic visions fair and bright 

Of days for ever flown. 

V. 

memory ! let thy soothing power 
Still cheer away the lonely hour. 
And when the clouds of sorrow lour, 

Come kindly thus to me ; 
And bring before my drooping eye 
The happier scenes of days gone by. 
And let this thought a balm supply, — 

They yet again may be ! 
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THE POET AND THE MUSE. 



Foet. 



Fabbwbll to thee Muse ! I have worsbipp'd long 

At thy beautiful shrine; 
I 'ye sought some of the pleasures that to thee belong; 

And made them mine \ 
But alas ! thou hast cheated me sadlj^ and drawn 
Sweet pictures of mornings that never may dawn^ 
Of dreams that reality from me has torn. 

Farewell to thee, Muse ! 

All things have seem*d deck'd with a livelier hue 

When thou wert near; 
Love has been sweet and friendship too, 

And both sincere. 
Thou hast led me on with many a wile. 
To joy in the sunshine of a smile, 
Which was but treacherous all the while. 

Farewell to thee. Muse ! 
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I '11 seek thee no more i.\ forest or glen, 

Sunsiine or shade, 

But yiew all things coldly, as other men 

Who spurn thine aid ; 

No more, alas ! shall be quafTd by me 

Life's glistening springs of poetry. 

No ! Earth's weary prose my dull portion must be - 

Farewell to thee, Muse ! 

Mttse. 

Poor child of the earth ! dost thou bid me depart. 

And leave thee thus ? 
Knowest thou not that no mortal art 

Can sever us? 
I haunt thee at mom in the violet's hue, 
I float in the fumament's heavenly blue, 
Lie hid in a rose-leaf, or swim in the dew. — 

Thou canst not forget. 

In the evening I come in a car of gold 

With the setting sun ; 
Thou lit find me when planets and stars untold 

Come out one by one. 
Thou canst not look coldly as other men 
On blossoming flower, or valley or glen. 
But must see all things with a poet*s ken, 

For ever and aye. 



THE POET AND THE MUSE. 53 

Some mortal has stayed the full tide of thj song, 

And made thee complain. 
Some friend has been false, and the rankling wrong 

Has infected thy strain. 
Oh! take out the string that. is snap'd in thy lyre, 
For soon of this bondage thy spirit must tire, 
And again thou wilt waken the trembling wire. — 

Thou canst not forget. 

Come forth in the sun, there is joy in its ray; 

Come forth and be blest. 
All nature around thee invites to be gay. 

And thee with the rest. 
Come forth ! Thou wert meant for a happier lot 
Than to sigh for those joys that are granted thee not; 
Thou may'st find in thy desert perchance a bright spot 

In store for thee yet. 
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THE SEA IS MERRY ENGLAND'S ! 



I. 

The sea is merry England's^ 

And England's shall remain, 
While Englishmen have English hearts 
Her freedom to maintain ; 
And our gallant ships, with a noble crew, 

As they sail o'er the billowy tide, 
Gh ! it bears them up bravely, as if it knew 
It was nursing a Briton's pride. 
So sing we ever boldly 

With honest might and main, 
The sea is merry England's, 
And England's shall remain ! 

II. 
The sea is merry England's, 

Oh ! where is found the strand 
Where Britons may not anchor 

With a gallant sailor band ? 



THE SEA IS MERRY ENGLAND'S. O*") 

And the British flag, as it waves on high, 

Oh ! 't is honour'd as soon as seen ; 
For where is the nation that dares defy 
The navj of England's queen 1 
So sing we ever boldly 

With honest might and main, 
The sea is merry England's, 
And England's shall remain ! 

ni. 
The sea is merry England's, 

And we '11 use it as we ought, 
In spreading wide her commerce 
To ev'ry distant port ; 
And a foreign foe, should he dare invade 

Old England's dear domain, 
Oh ! we '11 teach him soon we are not afraid, 
Tho' a host be in his train ! 
So sing we ever boldly 

With honest might and main. 
The sea is merry England's, 
And England's shall remain ! 
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TO THE DANDELION. 



I. 

No poet pens thy praise, poor simple flower, 
In no choice nosegay dost thou And a place ; 
Thou art not meet to deck a lady's bower, 
Or twine the wreath of elegance and grace. 

• 

II. 
Yet once our eyes, more childish but more true, 
Would gaze with rapture on thy feather'd ball, 
Thy tiny seeds, as in the air they flew. 
Made thee a fayourite plaything to us all. 

in. 
Ah ! as we puff 'd them with our breath away. 
And view*d them falling scatter'd far and wide. 
We little thought how like to them one day. 
We should be sever'd from each other s side. 

IV. 

Some wafted onward, flourish'd where they fell. 
Like those who help*d them on their airy way ; 
Others, alas ! how many who can tell 1 
Were like the seedlings in their quick decay. 
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V. 

Frail flow'ret ! thus the sight of thee has brought 
The playmates of my childhood back to me ; 
And while I gaze^ thought rushes after thought, 
On what they fffere, and what they now may be. 

VI, 

Alas ! I know them only in the past ; 
Thou canst not tell me of their present fate, — 
Whether they live, or where their lot is cast, 
Among the lowly or among the great. 

vn. 
But this I know, that changed they all must be, 
They would not seek thee now upon the green. 
And some would smile to think that one like me 
Should spend her moments on a thing so mean. 

vm^ 
If so, methinks they have not look'd on thee. 
As I have often done, with curious eye ; 
Or else this would their only wonder be, 
That they should ever pass thy beauty by. 

IX. 

But now farewell ! Thou art an humble flower, 
Tho* I have felt thy worth and sung thy praise, 
For thou hast painted in one little hour 
The simple visions of my early days. 
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SONG. 



I. 

Maiden ! love, but never tell 
The loved, by look or sign, 

How very fondly or how well 
Loves that young heart of thine. 

Keep it close within thy breast ; 

Never let it be exprest. 

II. 
Treat him coldly, and he 11 woo ; 

With scorn, and still he 11 stay. 
But let him once your feelings view, 

And soon he 11 turn away. 
Act as if without a heart. 
And then he 11 ne'er from you depart. 

III. 
Meet him trusting in his truth. 

And he will fickle prove ; 
But seem to doubt, and then forsooth 

He *11 weary with his love. 
So, maiden, act a double part. 
If you would keep your lover's heart ! 
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EVERY-DAY HEROES. 



L 

We speak and we read of the hero's deeds, 

And envy perchance his fame ; 
We would tread, like him, some path that leads 

To gaining a deathless name ; 
And we sigh as our time is yainlj spent, 
"Oh! 't was not for this that I was meant." 

n. 
We feel, with a touch of deep regret. 

What nothings, alas ! we Ve been, 
How like a stagnant pool as yet 

Has been to us lifes stream. 
There seem'd to our souls a warning sent, — 
" Mortal ! for this thou wert not meant." 

IIL 

Yet we sit and dream of a better day. 

And idly its coming wait. 
When, like the hero of poet's lay, 

We too may be something great ; 
And still thro* the mist our spirits grope 
For the distant gleam of this better hope. 
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lY. 

For, alas ! while we dream these airy dreams, 

And sigh for the better afar, 
We are dwelling on that which only seems, 

While we slight the truths that are. 
We are looking for flowers more fiEiir and sweet, 
While we trample the fairest 'neath our feet. 

Y. 

The wearisome, lone, and monotonous lot. 
Where to-day *s as the day that is gone. 

Where to-morrow brings nothing to-day has not, 
Nor evening the hopes of the mom. 

Oh ! even here in the loneliest hours, 

Are there lying some fair but neglected flowers, 

VI. 

Some being we gaze on from day to day. 

And tend with a holy care. 
Lightening the woes in each other's way. 

Each breathing a mutual prayer. 
Oh ! here, in the homeliest act or speech. 
May we to the fame of a hero reach. 

VII. 

For when selflsh thoughts are for others subdued, 
And smiles conquer the rising frown ; 

When we lose our own in another's good, 
Oh ! we weave us a deathless crown. 

That many a hero's, present or past. 

With all its glory, has never surpass'd. 
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vni. 
Oh ! did we but see how in smallest things 

Are beginnings of all that 's great^ 
Life's soil would be water'd by countless springs, 

That now 'neath the surface wait. 
We should feel that when earthward kindly sent, 
For heroes and heroines all were meant. 
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WINTER THOUGHTS. 



How strange it seems, while looking round 

Upon the leafless trees, 
To think this piercing winter blast 

Will yield to gentlest breeze ; 
That brooks in icy fetters bound 

Once more will flow along, 
And once again the echo mock 

The amorous blackbird's song ; 
That over lanes now rude and bare, 

And open to the sky. 
Nature's sweet trellis-work will climb 

And shade them gracefully, 
But leave in kindness here and there 

A peep-hole, just to show 
Beneath what mild and genial skies 

The lovely flow'rets grow. 
Yet such will be the happy change 

E're many weeks have fled : 
The snow-drop first above the ground 

Will raise its modest head ; 
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The buttercup, that simple flower, 

That children love to see, 
Once more will ope its yellow leaves, 

And stud the verdant lea; 
The blossoms of the almond tree. 

So delicately pink, 
Will tempt the honey-hunting bee 

Its grateful dew to drink. 
And then at length, when spring must yield 

To summer's milder reign, 
And Sol his fiercest beams will dart 

Along the glowing plain. 
Then fruits and flowers, and every thing 

That 's beautiful and faiir, 
With fragrant gales and melody 

Will load the genial air ; 
And stranger then 't will seem to us 

To contemplate the time 
When fields will be as now they are, 

All strew'd with hoary rime; 
When cold as now the wind will be. 

The forests too as bare. 
The brooks as bound, as silent too 

The inmates of the air. 
Yet strange as 't is, we know 't will be, 

Since He who gives th' increase, 
" Said, Spring, or fall, or summer time. 

Or winter, shall not cease." 
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Whene'er you speak of those who are away, 
Suppose them listening to all you say ; 
And if you cannot well with truth commend, 
By silence prove yourself to be their friend ; 
Nor, for the sake of starting something new, 
Say what you would not should be said of you. 
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SORROW FOR THE DEAD. 

SnOGESTED BY A PROSE ARTICLE IN AN OLD MAGAZINE. 



We sorrow for the dead, nor thank the friend 
Who fiain would wipe the bitter tears away, 

Nor heed the voice that would its pity lend. 
And kindly strive our anguish to allay. 

II, 
Another wound perchance we 'd seek to heal, 

Or any other sorrow to forget ; 
But this far deeper wound we seem to feel 

A sacred duty to keep open yet. 

in. 
What tender child would willingly forget 

The loving parent now for ever gone ? 
What mother lose at once the fond regret 

For the sweet blossom from her bosom torn 1 

IV. 

Tho' to remember be but to lament^ 

And raise the fountain of our bitterness, 

Who would accept of consolation sent. 
That must be purchased by forgetfulness i 



66 BOBBOW FOB THE DEAD. 

V. 

Oil no ! the love that thus survives the dead 
Has its delights, although it has its woe ; 

When the first anguish of the soul has fled, 
And gentle tears of recollection flow, 

VI. 

Say who would root such sorrow from the heart ? 

Though it may sadden more the hour of gloom. 
Oh ! who would wish the memory to depart 

Of those we love now silent in the tomb ? 

vn. 
Oh ! how the grave, that buries friend or foe, 

Buries at once each error and defect. 
Extinguishes resentment's hateful glow, 

And helps us all his worth to recollect. 

vin. 
Who can look down upon the lowly grave, 

Where e'en an enemy may rest in death, 
And not regret that nothing came to save 

His foolish anger or resentment's breath ? 

IX. 

But oh ! the grave of those we love, — 't is there 
We meditate and call up in review 

The virtues, and the gentleness and care. 
And all the unheeded kindnesses we knew. 
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X. 

Aye to the grave of tried affection go, 
And think on all the unregarded care, 

The kind endearments, that jou used to know 
From that departed being buried there. 

XI. 

Art thou a child 1 and didst thou ever bring 
A furrow on thy parent's silver brow? 

Art thou a friend 1 and did thy falsehood fling 
A pang across that heart you value now 1 

XII. 

Oh then ! be sure that each ungenerous word, 
With looks ungentle will come throbbing back, 

And with a doleful voice, that will be heard, 

Thy memory strengthen and thy conscience rack. 

xin. 
Then wilt thou pour the unvailing tear, 

An(f utter then the unregarded groan, 
And then more deep, more bitter they *11 appear 

Because so unregarded and unknown. 

XIV. 

Then strew the grave with flowerets newly blown, 
And if thou canst, thy broken spirit bind ; 

But take a warning £rom the friend that 's gone, 
And value more the faithful left behind. 
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TO ANNIE.* 



I. 

Thy heart is like a blooming flower 

That blossoms on its parent tree ; 
Young Hope illumes the future hour, 

And all the past was joy to thee. 
Then sing not thou of love betray'd. 

Of present woe or bliss that 's past 
Thy peaceful sky, dear happy maid. 

With no such clouds is overcast. 

II. 
Sing» if thou wilt, of early love, 

It ever comes in youthful dreams ; • 
But paint it gentle as the dove. 

And true as to thy mind it seems. 
Sing of the trusting one, who cheers 

■ 

A heart as guileless and as true, 
A song of smiles but not of tears, — 
They were not meant for such as you. 

* On hearing her sing a song, beginning with the words " My 
Aeart is like a &ded flower.** 
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in. 
Smile on then, happy still and blest. 

Oh ! never may a sorrowing strain 
Wake answering chords within thy breast, 

Or echo back thy thoughts again ! 
Bright be thy dreams, but brighter still 

Thy waking moments of delight ! 
May coming years sweet hopes fulfil. 

And e*en in darkness breathe of light! 
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THOUGHTS AT STARLIGHT. 



How wonderful the thought, that those bright orbs, 

So thickly studded in yon firmament, 

Are worlds like ours ; that within them dwell 

Beings contemplative, whose thoughts perhaps. 

While thus we gaze on them, are turned to us. 

This little world, that seems so very vast, 

To some is but a speck that feebly shines 

Amid the concourse of superior stars ; 

Yet thoughtlessly sometimes, on starry nights. 

We speak as tho* we deem'd that countless host 

Had risen high in heaven's vast concave 

Solely for us. And thoughts of earthly mould, 

Suggested by the moon's pale radiancy, 

Tender and sweet and harmless in themselves, 

Rush o'er the bosom with a gentle thrill. 

We gaze, alas ! and all the while forget 

The mighty hand that guides them at its will. 

Forgetf — and yet in such a soothing time 

Are we not influenced by better thoughts, 

Tho' indirectly ? Comes not from above 

Some secret emanation, to subdue 

The bitter thoughts that fetter down our minds, 

And mat the purpose of our best resolves ? 
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THE HOLLY BOUGH. 



I. 

Oh ! deck not the hall with the bright holly bough ; 
For I like not to look on its branches now^ 
Since the form of that loved one is silent and dead 
Who last year help'd to mingle its berries of red. 

II. 
Nay, call me not sullen^ because I refase 
To join in the sports that can others amuse. 
They meet the same friends that they welcomed of yore, 
But tho' all are not strangerSy my friend is no more. 

ni. 
A circle is form'd round the sparkling fire, 
To solve the enigma all gaily aspire; 
But the voice that would answer with readiest skill, 
Alas ! in the grave is now silent and still. 

rv. 
They say 'tis a time of rejoicing and glee, 
And wonder at signs e'en of sorrow in me; 
But, alas ! 't is the sound of their gladness I feel. 
Has re-opened the wound just beginning to heal. 
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V. 

But the* we who knew her thus bitterly sigh, 
When we think on our meetings at seasons gone by, 
We '11 remember she 's gone to a happier land, 
And added one more to the heavenly band. 

VI. 

We 11 not sadden the hearts of the young and the gay 
In our thoughts of the oiie Death has taken away, 
Nor regard for the loved and the living forego, 
With a brow overclouded with sorrow and woe. 

vii. 
Oh ! then brighten the hall with the evergreen bough. 
For pleasanter feelings come over us now ; 
Since the friends that we love are not all of them dead. 
Let us mingle once more its bright berries of red. 
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WRITTEN IN A LATE SPRING. 



I. 

Come, tardy May ! that we have called so long 

The month of flowers. 
Come 1 half thine hours 

Have pass'd away; and thou must go ere long, 

For soon 

Will laughing come thy merry sister June. 

n. 
Look ! I have placed my seed upon thy lap ; 

With pains I Ve set 
Sweet mignionette. 
And twigs all round to guard it from mishap. 

Kind May ! 
Help the young stems to upward force their way. 

in. 
Still, still the wind blows cold along the plain ; 

The buds that dared to peep 
Would gladly creep 
Into their sheltering calyx back again. 

Sweet May ! 
Chill them no longer with this sad delay. 
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IV. 

Haste ! for *t is thine to pencil and pourtray, 

To sketch and trace, 
With faultless grace, 

What summer's brush shall paint with deeper ray. 

See! See! 

Nature, the sketch-book, wants a touch from thee. 

V. 

Come, with thy fairy footsteps o'er the lawn. 

Once more be kind ; 

Let lovers find 
Thy mystic dew, e'er day begins to dawn. 

Let flowers 
Still be the symbol of thy rosy hours. 
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LIST TO THE SONG THAT THE 
BREEZES SING. 



I. 

List to the song that the breezes sing, 

List, list awhile ; 
And soon to thine ear a sweet strain they '11 bring, 

Tears to beguile, 

11. 
List to the tale that the waters tell, 

Rippling away , 
And the grief of thy bosom they '11 soon dispel. 

List, then, I pray. 

ni. 
List to the notes of the wild bird's song. 

Gushing so soft ; 
And quick to thy spirit bright hopes will throng, 

Mounting aloft. 

IV. 

List to the strain that the billows pour. 

Mighty and free ; 
And soon it will bear to the dreary shore 

Gladness for thee. 
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V. 

List to the words that all Nature breathes, 

Joyous and gay; 
And then thou may'st twine thee the gayest wreaths 

Ever and aye ! 
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THE DEATH-BED. 



I. 

We stood beside the dying-bed 
And watch'd the parting breath ; 

The living moved with silent tread. 
Where fell the steps of Death. 

II. 
We would have given worlds to say 

One fond tho* sad farewell ; 
But all unconsciously she lay, 

Beneath that mortal spell. 

lU. 

'T was agony to see the eye. 
That seem'd to meet our own, 

Still keep that look of vacancy. 
And leave us so alone. 

IV. 

The healing draught untasted stood. 

To offer it were vain ; 
Death's cup alone would do her good^ 

And that one must she drain. 
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V. 

Fainter and fainter grew the breath, 

Slower and slower still; 
And then the heavy hand of Death 

Achieved his mighty will. 

VI. 

And there she lay, so sti£P and cold, 

And we, the Uving, knew 
How thoughts of death may make us old. 

And chill our bosoms too, 

vn. 
Naught could disturb her as she slept, 

Yet still we whisper'd low. 
And in and out that chamber crept 

With the mystery of woe. 

viu. 
And o'er the windows did we fling 

The curtains one by one. 
As if we could more darkness bring 

By shutting out the sun. 



IX. 

Yet still it peep'd the folds between. 

As if it meant to say, 
" With you alone is darkness seen. 

With her 't is endless day." 
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BIRTH-DAYS. 



I. 

" I EBMEMBEB, I remember," in my childhood's early 

spring, 
How a birth-day was expected as a bright and joyous 

thing. 
I remember how my little friends were bidden to " the 

ball," 
And how I watch'd the weather-glass that hung against 

the wall. 
Oh ! I recollect the birth-day wish, that fell with merry 

sound. 
As the home-made wine to little lips was handed all 

around ; 
When another year fresh added to the happy ones gone 

by, 
Could have nothing in its ending that should wake a 
passing sigh. 

II. 

" I remember, I remember," when some thirteen " birth- 
days " fled. 

What crowds of vain vagaries came to turn my little 
head; 
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How by degrees poor " blind man's buff," and skipping- 
rope and ball, 

Were quite discarded, and pronounced not fit for me at 
all; 

And how I dream'd of hair " turned up," and dress with 
lengthen'd sleeve, 

And scorn'd o'er broken baby-house or mangled doll to 
grieve. 

And "birth-days" seem'd like stepping-stones, that only 
served to bring 

My spirit to the summer, that awaits departing spring. 

m. 
" I remember, I remember" how that spring-time pass'd 

away, 
With its childish dreams of coming joy upon some 

future day. 
I remember how that future day, beneath the touch o( 

Time, 
Became the present, to belie those fantasies sublime; 
And birth-day greetings, with the wish for future happy 

years, 
Seem'd full of meaning, all unfelt, e'er woman's hopes 

and fears 
Had taught my spirit first to feel how different may be 
The friendly wish, the inward hope, from sad reality. 

VI. 

I am thankful, I am thankful, that the gloom has pass'd 

away. 
That made a thought of sadness steal upon my natal day. 
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I am laughing, I am laughing, as I recollect the pride, 
The wisdom, and the dignity that set poor " BuflT' aside. 
Come bring me quick the handkerchief, and cover up 

my eyes ; 
Let "twenties" mingle with the "teens," and merry 

voices rise. 
A tear or two perchance may fall o'er joys that could 

not last, 
But the " birth-day " of the present should not suffer for 

the past. 

THE OLD HOUSE AND THE NEW. 

I. 

Oh ! the old house ! the old house ! we loved it not at 

last, 
We thought it was a shabby place, and its &shions all 

gone past. 
This room was dark, and that was cold^ and the build- 
ings all about 
From the distant hills and meadows green had shut us 

sadly out. 
So we sallied forth &om street to square, and from 

square to street again, 
And many a dwelling we explored, and rambled o'er in 

vain; 
But at last we left the poor old place, garden and trees 

and all. 
And here we are in a modern house, with its rooms so 

grand and tall. a 
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, not to mind those vanish'd hours, 
;y "ro gone, and let their mem'iy d 
iiiii to weep o'er faded flowers 
Wlien fresh ones grow unheeded by. 
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n. 
But the new house ! the new house ! 't is very odd and 

strange^ 
The very walls seem telling us what pity 'twas to 

change. 
Oh ! we miss the dear old parlour, that like a friend 

appears, 
Where we laugh'd our wildest laughter, and wept our 

, saddest tears. 
We miss those mute mementoes of the living and the 

dead. 
The rooms where our beloved ones their last sad parting 

said. 
Oh ! 'twill be long e'er we can feel, as wearily we roam. 
That hither we must bend our steps, to seek the rest of 

home. 

III. 
Oh ! the old road ! the old road ! we knew each bend 

and turn, 
But the windings of the modem one are difficult to 

learn. 
We leave the houses of our friends with our other home 

in sight, 
And turn us to the left again, instead of to the right. 
Oh ! we miss the friendly nod and smile, and neighbourly 

« Good day," 
And the striking of the village clock that stood across 

the way. 
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Oh! wherefore did we leave the spot, or care for its 

decay? 
We too have faded like its walls, as years have pass'd 

away. 

IV. 

Oh ! the old house ! the old house ! we never will forget, 

For there in sorrow or in joy brothers and sisters met. 

T was there we passed the golden days of merry-hearted 
youth, 

*T was there our first great sorrow came, in death reveal- 
ing truth. 

And the memory of that bitter day has sanctified the 
more 

The hearth that was a blessed place, and dear to us be- 
fore. 
/ Oh ! the home we Ve chosen now may be a sweet and 
lovely spot. 

But the good it has can ne'er atone for the memories it 
has not. 
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I. 
Bring not to mind those vanish'd hours. 

They're gone, and let their mem*ry die; 
'T is vain to weep o'er faded flowers 

When fresh ones grow unheeded by. 
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II. 

Say not thy lot is dark and drear^ 
That pleasures leave thee one hy one; 

Oh ! dost thou not thyself prepare 
The cloud that covers up thy sun 1 

in. 
Blame not the friends who may refuse 

The sympathy they long have given, 
Since it but helps thee to abuse 

The time and talents sent from Heaven. 

IV. 

Mourn not because thy spring has fled ; 

The spirit may retain its youth : 
And hast thou not as yet been dead 

To the high hope of such a truth ? 

V. 

Wake not the mem'ry of a dream, 

Reality is all around ; 
What seems a grief may ordy seem, 

K once a better hope is found. 

VI. 

Sigh not, unless it be to feel 
How little yet thou *st valued life. 

Weep not, unless the tear should steal 
For all thy silly, wayward strife. 
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vn. 
Hope, — for the sun that sinks at e'en 

Will rise to-morrow fair and bright ; 
Smile, — ^for the trees and meadows green 

Laugh at the shower and scorn its might. 

viu. 
Upward ! *t is thither thou must tend, 

And " Onward !" must thy watchword be j 
Then shall thy spirit learn to blend 

The finite with infinity. 



THE IVY AND THE MUSHROOM. 

I. 

To the walls of a tower, all crumbling and old, 

An ivy tenaciously clung, 
And neighbours had none, save the rot and the mould, 

And the moss plant that over it hung. 

II. 
Till one morning at daybreak, when owls go to bed. 

And larks say " Good day " to the sun, 
A pert little mushroom erected its head, 

With a look fiill of frolic and fun. 
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ni. 
Now frolic and fun to an ivy, you know, 

Are very improper and vain. 
And the growth that 's complete in an hour or so 

He regards with a deal of disdain. 

IV. 

So he spoke in an accent aU solemn and slow, 

As if he were lord of the place — 
" Vain youngster ! I quickly would have thee to know 

That I loathe all thine arrogant race. 

V. 

" Contemptible upstart ! how dar'st thou profane 

This sacred and time-hallow'd hall ? 
It puzzles me much why a creature so vain 

Is allowed to be living at all ! 

VL 

'^ But I to the poet and painter am dear, 
And remind them of days that are fled ; 

And e'en o'er the walls that I cling to, each year, 
Seem fresh shadows of sanctity spread." 

vn. 
" Indeed," said the mushroom, ** I wish not to doubt 

Men's likings are apt to be queer ; 
But methinks there is much they could well do without 

In those things that they soonest revere. 



THE IVY AND THE MUSHEOOM. 87 

VIII. 

" No doubt, hanging over a mouldering pile, 

You 've a very respectable look, 
Tho' mice, vermin, and dust may be hiding the whUe 

In every conceivable nook. 

IX. 

" And 't is so, I believe, with some projects of men. 

That are made by antiquity strong ; 
They may harbour the dust and the vermin, but then — 

DorCt touch theniy they 've hung there so long /" 

X. 

Here the colloquy ceased ; and I could not but feel 
There was truth in the mushroom's reply. 

For do not false feelings of reverence steal 
O'er the sayings and doings gone by 1 

XI. 

For if we keep pace with the footsteps of Time 

In the onward advance of the mind. 
Each step that we take in our efforts to climb 

Must diminish the prospect behind ; 

xu. 
And what in one age may seem noble and right. 

And fitted for aye to endure. 
The next, looking on thro' a holier light. 

May denounce as unwise and impure. 
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THE WEDDING AND THE FUNERAL. 

I. 

How closely may the steps of death 

Approach the path of life, 
While here is watch'd the infant's hreath, 

And there the parting strife ! 

II. 
The mourners may in sorrow bear 

The loved one to the tomb, 
And almost touch the maiden fair 

In all her bridal bloom. 

in. 
'T is so e'en now as pleased we stand, to deck our lovely 

bride 
With flowers and gems and broider'd robe, and favours 

for her side. 
While there within that dreary house the weeping 

mourners stand ; 
For they must dress in the fun'ral cloak, the scarf, the 

hood, the band. 
And now the hour when both come forth sounds from 

the distant clock, 
And bells that toll and bells that ring each other seem 

to mock. 
And prancing greys come bridling here, and dismal 

black ones there. 
And the wedding and the funeral train the neighbours' 

homage share. 
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But start not, maiden ; and ye sad, shed not one bitter 

tear. 
When looking from your sorrowing group to the merry 

faces here ; 
For yours must be a bridal, too, if view'd with trusting 

eyes, 
Though the bride will wear her wedding-dress beyond 

these lower skies ; 
And spirits that have gone before, freed from the world's 

control. 
Will celebrate in anthems there the bridal of the soul. 

IV. 

For closely on the steps of death 

Attend the thoughts of life, 
To breathe within a heavenly breath 

As ends the parting strife. 



SING ON, GAY BIRDS. 

I. 

Sing on, gay birds ! 

Tho' leaves are falling fast. 
And one by one 

Your summer joys go past. 
Yet still sing on ! 
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II. 
Bloom on, feir flowers ! 

Tho' blows the autumn wind, 
And pelting rains 

Fall dismal and unkind. 

Yet still bloom on ! 

m. 
Smile on, bright eyes ! 

Tho* you have seen depart 
Your youth's best hopes, 

The childhood of your heart, 
Yet still smile on ! 

IV. 

Hope on, young hearts I 
Tho' you have leam'd to call 

All hope a cheat. 

That cheers but to enthrall. 

Yet still hope on 1 

V. 

Fair summer flowers. 
And hearts to sorrow new. 

Another spring 

Ere long will visit you, 

Fair as the last. 

VL 

So bloom and smile, 
Hope on, and ever hope. 

In darkest days 

Sunshine will yet have scope, 

So still hope on 1 
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POOR ELLEN. 

L 

Oh ! say not " poor Ellen 1" 

Her sorrows are o'er ; 
She has landed life's bark 

On a happier shore, 

n. 
Where never may follow 

A tempest unkind, 
Or a shade of the sadness 

She leaves us behind. 

in. 
Oh ! she bade them " Farewell," 

When she looked up and smiled, 
And a foretaste of Heaven 

Her spirit beguiled, 

IV. 

And then mildly closing 

Her beautiful eyes, 
Like a summer-day flower 

To bloom in the skies, 
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V. 

She left us at evening, 
As closes the flower. 

Too tender to suffer 
Night's pitiless hour, 

VI. 

But she woke to a morning 
We could not behold, 

More bright than a dawning 
Of crimson and gold ! 

vn. 
To a day follow'd not 

Bj the shadows of night, 
Where the sun knows no cloud. 

And affection no blight. 

vni. 
So say not " poor Ellen," 

Her sorrows are o'er ; 
But speak of her smiling. 

And love as before. 



THE END. 
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Author of "Always Happy." New Edition, enlarged. With 16 
Engravings. Price 3s. 6d. 

CONVERSATIONS on the LIFE of JESUS CHRIST, for 
the use of Children, by a Mother. A New Edition. With 12 
Engravings, the designs principally from the old Masters. Price 2s. 6(2. 

COSMORAMA. The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all 
Nations of the World described. By J. Aspin. New Edition, with 
numerous Illustrations. Price 4s. plain, and Bs, 6d, coloured. 

EASY LESSONS ; or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. In Three 
Parts. The First and Third Parts by a Lady ; the Second Part ar- 
ranged by the late Mrs. Trimmer. New Edition ; with 16 Engravings. 
Price 3s. 6d, 

FACTS to CORRECT FANCIES ; or, Shoi^t Narratives compiled 
from the Biography of Remarkable Women. By a Mother. With 
Engravings. Price 3s. 6d, 

THE FARM : a New Account of Rural Toils and Produce. By 
Jefferys Taylor. Second Edition. Illustrated with 8 Engravings 
on Steel and 26 Wood- cuts. Price 4s. 

INFANTINE KNOWLEDGE : a Spelling and Reading-Book, 
on a Popular Plan, combining much Useful Information with the 
Rudiments of Learning. By the Author of ** The Child's Grammar." 
With numerous Engravings. — Seventh Edition. Price 3s, plain ; or 
3s. Sdt coloured, half-botmd. 



M CRANT AND GRIFFITH, 



THE JUVENILE RAMBLER ; or, Sketches and Anecdotes of 
the People of various Countries, with Views of the Principal Cities of 
the Worid. New Edition. Price 3«. 6d. 

KEY to KNOWLEDGE ; or. Things in Common Use simply 
and shortly Explained. By a Mother. Author of ** Always Hap- 
py," &.C, Eleventh Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Price 3s. 6d. 

THE LADDER to LEARNING : a Collection of Fables, Original 
and Select, arranged progressively in words of One, Two, and Three 
Syllables. Edited and improved by the late Mrs. Trimmer. With 
79 cuts. Seventeenth Edition, ds. 6d. 

LITTLE LESSONS for LITTLE LEARNERS, in words of 
One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwbll. Fifth Edition, with numerous 
Illustrations. Price Ss, 6d. 

LOUDON'S (Mrs.) GLIMPSES of NATURE, and Objects of 
Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight ; designed to 
assist and encourage Young Persons in Forming Habits of Observa- 
tion. With 37 Illustrations. Price 3«. 6d. 

MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES, for her Little Boys and Girls, 
adapted to the capacity of very Young Children. Sixth Edition. 
With Engravings. Price 3«. 6d, 

A SEQUEL to MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES, chiefly in words 
of Two Syllables. Second Edition, with 12 Illustrations. Price 30. 6d* 

SHORT and SIMPLE PRAYERS for CHILDREN, with 
Hymns. By the Author of" Mamma's Bible Stories." Price 1«. 6d, 

MAMMA'S LESSONS for her Little Boys and Girls. Wijth 16 
plates. Ninth Edition. Price 3«. 6d, plain ; or 4«. 6d, coloured. 

MARMADUKE MULTIPLY 'S MERRY METHOD OF 
MAKING MINOR MATHEMATICIANS ; or. The MultipUca- 
tion Table in Rhyme. With 69 Engravings. Price 4«. 6d, coloured. 

THE MINE ; or. Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the 
Operations of the Miner, and the Products of his Labours ; with a 
Description of the most important in all parts of the World. By the 
late Rev. Isaac Taylor. Sixth Edition, with numerous corrections 
and additions, by Mrs. Loudon. With 45 New Woodcuts and 16 
Steel Engravings. Price 4s. 

THE GARDEN ; or, Frederick's Monthly Instnictions for the 
Management and Formation of a Flower-Garden. Fourth Edition. 
With Engravings of the Flowers in Bloom for each Month in the 
Year, &c. Price 3«. 6d, plain, or Ss. with the Flowers coloured. 



SUCCESSORS TO J. HARRIS. » 



THE NATURAL HISTORY of QUADRUPEDS. By F. 
Shobbrl. With numerous Engravings, from Drawings by T. Land- 
SEBK. New Edition in one volume. Price 4s. 6d, 

THE NATURAL HISTORY of BIRDS. By F. Shobbrl. 
With numerous engravings from Drawings by T. Landsebr. Price 4s, 

THE OCEAN ; a description of Wonders and Important Products 
of the Sea. Second Edition. With Illustrations of 37 Genera of 
Shells, by Sowbrby, and four Steel and 50 Wood Engravings. 
Price 4s, 

PAUL PRESTON'S VOYAGES, TRAVELS, AND RE- 
MARKABLE ADVENTURES, principally in Europe. With 
numerous engravings. Second Edition. Price 3^. 6d, 

THE PICTURESQUE PRIMER; or, Usefal Matter made 
Pleasing Pastime for Leisure Hours. By the Rev. W. Flbtcher. 
New Edition. With 100 Wood-cuts. Price 2s. 6d. 



THE PUBLIC BUILDINGS of LONDON and WESTMIN- 
STER DESCRIBED. By F. Shobbrl. With 24 steel Engravings. 
Price 4s. 6d, 

SHORT TALES, written for Children. By Dame Truelove and 
her Friends. A new Edition, with 20 Engravings. Price 3^. 6d» 

THE SHIP ; a description of different kinds of Vessels, the Origin 
of Ship-building, a Brief Sketch of Naval Affiurs, with the Distinctive 
Flags of different Nations, and numerous illustrative Engravings. By 
the late Rev. Isaac Taylor. Sixth Edition, revised. With addi- 
tions, by M. H. Barker, Esq., The Old Sailor. Price 4s, 

STORIES of EDWARD and his LITTLE FRIENDS. With 16 
Illustrations on Steel. Price 3^. Qd, plain, 4«. Qd, coloured. 

STORIES selected from the HISTORY of FRANCE, chrono- 
logically arranged from Clovis to the present time. With Portraits of 
Thirty-four of the Sovereigns in their proper Costumes, also Four 
Engravings relating to Events of French History. Price 4s. 

SUNDAY LESSONS for LITTLE CHILDREN. By Mrs. 
Barwbll. Second Edition. Price 28. 6d. 
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CRANT AND GRIFFITH, 



THREE SHILLINGS EACH, CLOTH, 

With Frontispiece, or other EngravingSy 



THE CHAPTER op KINGS. 
By Mr. Collins. With 38 
Engravings. (4«. coloured.) 

CLAUDINE, a Swiss Tale. By 
the Authorof" Always Happy," 
&c. New Edition. WithEn- 
grayings. 

COUNSELS AT HOME; with 
Anecdotes, Tales, &c. Two 
Engravings. 

ENGLISH HISTORY MADE 
EASY, on a Popular Plan, 
with 600 questions relating to 
the principal events. Second 
Edition. With Engravings. 

FRUITS OP ENTERPRISE, 
exhibited in the Travels of Bel- 
zoni. Ninth Edition, 18mo. 

FAMILIAR GEOGRAPHY. 
By the Abb6 Gaultibr. With 
coloured Maps. Eleventh Edit. 

GEOGRAPHICAL and HIS- 
TORICAL QUESTIONS. By 
the Abbe Gaultibr, forming a 
sequel to"Familiar Geography." 

INFANTINE KNOW- 
LEDGE. By the Author of 
•*The Child's Grammar." Se- 
venth Edition. With numerous 





Woodcuts. Square, price 38.plain 
(or 39. 6</. half-bound, coloured). 

THE LITTLE GRAMMA- 
RIAN ; in a Series of Instruc- 
tive Tales. By the R«v. W. 
Flbtchbr. Second Edition. 
With 12 Engravings, IBmo. 

MORAL TALES. By a Fa- 
ther. With 2 Engravings. 

THE SON OP A GENIUS. By 
Mrs. HoPLAND. Fourteenth 
Edition, 18mo. 

MRS. TRIMMER'S OLD 
TESTAMENT LESSONS. 
With 24 Engravings. 

MRS. TRIMMER'S NEW 
TESTAMENT LESSONS. 
With 40 Engravings. 

THE TWIN SISTERS; or, 
the Advantages of Religion. By 
Miss Sandham. Twenty-first 
Edition. 18mo. ' 

A VISIT TO GROVE COT- 
TAGE ; and the Indla.n Ca- 
binet Opbned. New Edition. 

WILLIAM TELL and HO- 
FER the TYROLESE. New 
Edition. With four Engravings, 



HALF-A-CROWN EACH, CLOTH, 

With Frontispiece or other Engravings. 



ANECDOTES OF PETER 
THE GREAT, Emperor of 
Russia. By the Author of " A 
Visit to my Birthplace," &c. 
18mo. 

ANCIENT GEOGRAPHY. 
By the Abbe Lanqlet du 
Fresnoy. a New Edition. 
With coloured Maps, &c. 16mo. 



ALWAYS HAPPY; or, Anec- 
dotes of Felix and his Sister 
Serena. A Tale, written for 
her Children by a Mothbr, 
Thirteenth Edition. 18mo. 

CONVERSATIONS on AS- 
TRONOMY. With several 
appropriate Engravings. 16mo. 



SUCCESSORS TO J. HARRIS. 
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CONVERSATIONS on the 
LIFE OF CHRIST. By a Mo- 
ther. 12 Engravings. 16mo. 

THE DAUGHTER op a GE- 
NIUS. A Tale. By Mrs. Hop- 
land. Sixth Edition. 18mo. 

EASY RHYMES. By a Lady. 
With Eight Engravings. 1 8mo. 

ELLEN THE TEACHER; a 
Tale for Youth. By Mrs. Hof- 
LAND. New Edition. 18mo. 

EMILY'S REWARD ; or, the 
Holiday Trip to Paris. By 
Mrs. HoPLAND. IBmo. 

HOME AMUSEMENTS ; a 
Collection of Riddles, Charades, 
Conundrums, Parlour Games, 
and Forfeits. 

LESSONS OP WISDOM for 
THE Young. With 12 plates. 
By the Rev. W. Fletcher. 

THE LITTLE READER. 
With 20 Woodcuts, square. 



NURSERY FABLES, Original 
and Select. With 19 cuts. 
New Edition. 16mo. 

PARLOUR COMMEN- 
TARIES on the constitu- 
tion AND LAWS op ENG- 
LAND. By J. Taylor. 12mo. 

THE PICTURESQUE PRI- 
MER : or. Useful Matter made 
Pleasing Pastime. New Edi- 
tion. With 120 cuts. 16mo. 

THE RIVAL CRUSOES ; also, 
A VOYAGE to NORWAY, 
and the FISHERMAN'S COT- 
TAGE. Fifth Edition. 18mo. 

THE STUDENTS; or. Biogra- 
phy of the Grecian Philoso- 
phers. With frontispiece. 12mo. 

SUNDAY LESSONS for 
LITTLE CHILDREN. By 
Mrs. Bar WELL. 16mo. 

THEODORE; or, The Cru- 
saders. A Tale. By Mrs. 
HoPLAND. Seventh Edition. 



TWO SHILLINGS EACH, CLOTH, 

Witit Frontispiece, S[c 



LE BABILLARD; an Amus- 
ing Introduction to the French 
Language, by a French Lady. 
Third Edit., with 16 engravings. 

THE CHILD'S DUTY. Dedi- 
cated by a Mother to her Chil- 
dren. Second Edition. 

THE HISTORY op PRINCE 
LEE BOO. New Edition. 

MORE TALES for IDLE 
HOURS. New Edition. 

NINA, an Icelandic Tale. By 
the Author of " Always Hap- 
py," &c. New Edition, 



RHODA; or. The Excellence of 
Charity. By the Author of 
" The Cottage on the Conmion," 
&c. With three Engravings. 

SPRING FLOWERS and the 
MONTHLY MONITOR; or. 
Easy Lessons, adapted to every 
Season of the Year; with Les- 
sons for Sundays, and Hymns. 

WELCOME VISITOR, or The 
Good Uncle ; a Collection of 
Original Stories, containing se- 
veral well-authenticated Anec- 
dotes, displaying striking traits 
of Virtue and Heroism in £arly 
Life. Third Edition. 
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POPULAR TOY BOOKS. 



One Shilling each wiih Coloured Plates^ ^e. 



The Alphabet of Goody Two- 
Shoks. 

Cinderella ; or, The Little Glass 
Slipper. 

Cock-Robin. 

Costumes op Different Na- 
tions Illustrated. 

The Cries of London. 

The Courtship, Marriage, &c. 
of Cock -Robin and Jenny 
Wren. 

The Cowslip ; or, Cautionary 
Stories in Verse. Plain. 18mo. 
(1«. 6(2. coloured.) 

The Daisy. Plain. (18mo. 1«. 6rf. 
coloured.) 

Dame Partlet's Farm. 

Grandmamma^s Rhymes for the 
Nursery. With 24 superior 
Woodcuts. Plain. 

Dame Trot and her Cat. 

The History of the Apple Pie. 
With Dame Dbarlovk's Dit- 
ties. 

The History of the House that 
Jack Built. 

The Infant's Friend ; or, Easy 
Reading Lessons. 

The Infant's Grammar; or, a 
Picnic Party of the Parts of 
Speech. 

Little Rhymes for Little 
Folks. 

The Monkey's Frolic, &c. 

Mother Hubbard and her Doo. 

Nursery Ditties from the Lips 
of Mrs. Lullaby. With Illus- 
trations by Leech. Plain. 

The Old Woman and her Pig. 



The Peacock at Home ; with 
the Butterfly's Ball, and 
the Fancy Fair. 

Portraits and Characters of 
the Kings of England. Part I. 

Portraits and Characters of 
the Kings. Part II. 

Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples of Plain and Perfect 
Pronunciation, 

Puss in Boots ; or, The Master- 
Cat. 

The Royal Primer. 

Simple Stories, in Words of 
One Syllable. 

The Snow-Drop ; or, Poetic 
Trifles for Little Folks. 

Take your Choice ; or. The 
Alphabet Community. 

Tommy Trip's Museum of 
Beasts. Part I. 

Tommy Trip's ditto. Part II. 

Tommy Trip's Museum of Birds. 
PartL 

Tommy Trip's ditto. Part II, 

Walks with Mamma ; or. Sto- 
ries in Words of One Syllable. 

WnrrTiNGTON and his Cat. 

The Word Book ; or. Stories 
chiefly in Three Letters. 



amie Urtrarfi of ;ffUXim, 

With tinted Illustrations, 

1. Tom Thumb; his Life and 
Death. 

2. Graciosa and Percinet# 

3. Valentine and Orson. 

4. Children in the Wood, 



London: Printed hy 8. & jr. Bbntlbt, Wilsok. and Flet, Baiwor House, Shoe Lane. 
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